THE TRAIN
up with them, shouted: "Ah, knight, Fai'na was her
name," and slipped his arm into the Sister's.
Danilov let them all pass and walked on slowly, his
hands pushed into the pockets of his overcoat, his face
upturned.
Whether one went to a film, whether one read a book,
—always it had to be love, love. ... Was it like that in
real life as well, was love so necessary for every man?
What about himself—he had lived without love—and
who was to say that his had not been a good life? Each
day was well filled—without all that nonsense about
love. ...He had loved once—it had gone wrong, he had
overcome it and gone without it.
He had been a mere lad, just like the one on the screen,
only not so pretty and with his feet not so firmly on the
ground. A fine thing—youth. Good to look back upon.
A little embarrassing, a little wistful ... but pleasing all
the same. Well, and what then? He, the mature man,
was not responsible for the lad of twenty-five years ago.
He had three false teeth and his hair was grey at the
temples. It was six or seven years since he had taken the
photograph out of his pocket.
The lad had been clumsy. He'd had bad luck. But
Danilov was grateful to him for these clumsy, bitter-
sweet memories.
When Danilov was fifteen years old, a Youth League
group was formed in the village where he had been born
and lived until then.
A thin young fellow in huge boots arrived from town
in the post cart, gathered all the lads and girls in the
school building, talked long and enthusiastically, and
then began signing up those who wished to join.
Danilov signed up, not so much because he realized
what it all meant as in defiance to the mothers who had
gathered outside the windows and at the door and kept
calling: "Mishka! Tanka! Fve told you already to come
on home!" Some of them whispered, some called out
loudly, and Danilov was proud that his own mother was
not among them. On arriving home, he announced:
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